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Introduction 


What a long, strange filk it’s been.... 


Back in 1978, a guy named Jordin Kare moved from Massachusetts to Berkeley, CA, with a 
weird idea (well, one among many). He wanted to publish the best collection of filksongs ever. Better 
than the NESFA Hymnal, better (or at least more legible) than Filthy Pierre’s Microfilk, better than 
Bruce Pelz’s Filksong Manuals...and that was just about it, since in 1978 there simply weren’t very 
many collections of filksongs. (There were even fewer published recordings of filk—a Los Angeles 
singer named Karen Willson had one tape out, and some lady named Fish had cut a couple of 
records.) 


Well, Jordin collected a few songs, but the dream remained just that, until Teri Lee came 
along, and the two of them sneekered talked David Bratman, he of the flying typing fingers, into 
helping them. And they worked away with typewriters and X-acto knives and Rapidograph pens (no 
music typesetting or page layout programs in 1978; they counted themselves lucky to get typeset 
titles and a correcting Selectric). And the dream became flesh...well, paper pasteups. 700 copies were 
printed and the first stack spiral punched (with a hand punch!) and bound, or 3-hole drilled, or even 
glue-bound with a wrap around cover (now there’s an item for collectors). And they hauled them to 
Westercon 1980 in Los Angeles, hoping to sell a few for $5 each...And people threw money at us. 
Literally. It seems we were on to something... 


Well, we carried Westerfilks to conventions...Noreascon II, Orycon (our first dealers table), and 
so on. We learned about wholesaling (and raised the price to $8, since for some reason dealers 
weren't satisfied with a 10% markup). We pushed copies on friends and relatives, neofans and 
SMOFs, and lo and behold, all 700 copies were gone! 


The first Westerfilk was reprinted barely a year after it first came out. It stayed in print more 
or less continuously thereafter until 1987 (“more or less” because problems with the second printing 
left some pages partly unusable, and forever after we would run out of, say, pages 87-88 for a few 
weeks, until we got around to printing more; then 35-36 would run out...). 


From the seed of the Westerfilk grew up first Off Centaur Publications, and then a whole filk 
publishing mini-industry. Alas, in 1987 Off Centaur Publications broke up, and The Westerfilk Collec- 
tion vanished from the shelves... 


Today, a sizeable handful of companies publish and distribute filk tapes, and a full set of 
published filk books would fill a shelf or more. Most books are companions to a particular tape, or 
collect the songs of a particular writer or on a particular topic. A few, like Wad Souge’ Stave the Wails 
are anthologies of favorites in much the same style as the Westerfilk. But for many years now, the 
Westerfilk itself has been gone...but not forgotten. Veteran filkers would pull out tattered copies; 
neofilkers would marvel at this relic of times past and ask how to get one...only to be told the sad 
news: Out of Print. 


But now it’s back! With modern layout and typeset music, and almost all the songs (minus a 
few, alas, whose authors chose not to allow them to be reprinted). With many fewer errors of music 
(no more E* notes!) and lyrics. And with a whole new generation of filkers to enjoy it! 


My thanks to all those who worked on this new edition of the Westerfilk, and especially to my 
wife, Mary Kay, Eli, Lindy Sears and Bob Laurent for making it happen. My thanks also to all those 
who graciously gave permission for the use of their songs. 


Now stop reading this introduction and go sing! 
—Jordin Kare 
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Lyrics and Music 
Someday by Phillip Wayne 
es 
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Some - day the winds of my home will sur - round me, And 


some - day her morn - ing will greet me a - lone. 
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Some - day the mists of her moun - tains will meet me, When 


Am D G 
(a enereieee Bassas — SS ‘| ee (nee SEE es Se | ak Aan partner ah ats S| 
( iz Se - = ——— = ee — i. o = — —--——— + 


! i if 
some - day Pil no long - er roam. The 


The long-est of roads leads me home. 


Someday the winds of my home will surround me, 
And someday her morning will greet me alone. 
Someday the mists of her mountains will meet me, 
When someday I'll no longer roam. 


CHORUS: Thestars! The stars! 
The longest of roads leads me home. 


Star rovers see many worlds, many wonders, 

But they are condemned men, forever to roam. 

Someday perhaps Ill return from my journey, 

And someday perhaps I'll go home. (CHORUS) 


Someday my lady will sit down beside me; 

ll tell her of worlds and of wonders I’ve seen. 

Someday, come someday, I’ve waited forever, 

And someday is only a dream. (CHORUS) 
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Starwind Rising Lyries and Music 


by Leslie Fish 

Am Em 
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..And there’s a_ star-wind ri - sing, Stretch-ing sky-ward sails. 

Am Am (Last Chorus 
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Earth-born seeds fly out-ward: Let the stars — ware! stars be - ware! 


in the time - ripe world; See old Gai-a_ smile, 


Know -ing the seed-pods will spring o-pen In’ on-ly a lit-tle while. 


CHORUS: ...And there’s a starwind rising, 
Stretching skyward sails. 
Earthborn seeds fly outward: 
Let the stars beware! 


Feel this stirring in the time-ripe world; 

See old Gaia smile, 

Knowing the seed-pods will spring open 

In only a little while. (CHORUS) 


Ancient the long decree that held us 

Tied to the old world’s ground. 

Vast the ancient plan that leads us— 

Children of Earth unbound! (CHORUS) 


Turn you Lords of the endless starways, 

See your ways undone— 

Gaia’s variable children spring 

From their prison ’neath the changing sun. (CHORUS) 


Fear the end so long awaited 

As the changeable kind breaks free— 

Come to break your stasis into change, 

As it ever was meant to be! (CHORUS) 
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5 2 Lyrics by Jordin Kare 
Cen fa Url F; alr Music: Scarborough Fair 
en a 


m ; _Am. 
Oh, are you going to Centauri Fair? 


C Am CD Am 
Starship flight and travel in time. 


Remember me to one who lives there, 


Am Am 
For she once was a true love of mine. 


(Man’s verses) Tell her to take from a comet its tail, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 
And sail the stars on a great silver sail, 
For then she’ll be a true love of mine. 


Tell her to find me a planet of gold, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 
A world where men need never grow old, 
For then she’ll be a true love of mine. 


Tell her to follow the seconds’ swift way, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 
And change the pattern of yesterday, 
For then she’ll be a true love of mine. 


(Woman’s verses) Oh, will you fashion a fine wedding band, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 
From the dwarf star’s heart, for my left hand, 
Or never be a true love of mine. 


Oh, will you make a machine that is wise, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 
And learn from it why lovers tell lies, 
Or never be a true love of mine. 


And when all is done, then the whispers of space, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 

Will call you on to our trysting place, 
And then you'll be a true love of mine. 


(Both) Oh, are you going to Centauri Fair? 
Starship flight and travel in time. 
Remember me to one who lives there, 
For (he/she) once was a true love of mine. 
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Westerfilk Memories: Cynthia McQuillin 


When I first got involved in fandom back in 1976, filk hadn’t really gained 
enough of a foothold on the West Coast to be a real presence at the conventions I was 
attending, or in Southern California fandom in general. Gary Anderson was, in fact, 
already busy organizing the Los Angeles area folks at that time, but he and I moved in 
very different circles, so it was a while before filk actually caught up with me. 


My first brush with it occurred when Gary heard me singing at one of the L.A. 
conventions and asked if he could record something of mine. He was very flattering 
and I felt an immediate kinship with him, so I agreed to let him tape “Crimson and 
Crystal,” one of the few pieces I had copyrighted at that point. Little did I know what 
would come of this encounter. 


As time passed, I began meeting the other singer-songwriters who were emerg- 
ing in the L.A. area—people like Karen Willson and Philip Wayne. Karen and I had 
become regulars on the con circuit, entertaining at the banquets and sometimes doing 
concerts and masquerade half-times in return for free memberships. It was at a Mas- 
querade that I met Phil. When I finished singing and came back to my chair, a voice 
behind me asked, “Have you got any more songs like that?” The next thing I knew we 
were doing a songbook together, Crystal Visions. 


In the meantime, Gary had been busy making copies of the recording he’d made 
of “Crimson and Crystal” and sending them all over the country. Unbeknownst to me, 
it was becoming a filk favorite. At one of the conventions after Phil and I debuted 
Crystal Visions (I believe it was a Loscon), Gary invited me to stay and hear a filk 
performance they were doing after the featured songwriters’ concert I was participating 
in that afternoon. I could only stay for twenty minutes or so, because I was on a panel. 
I liked what I heard, but still didn’t quite understand what filk was all about. 


I also met Cathy Cook later at that convention, although I had no idea who she 
was. She asked me to show her the chords for “Crimson and Crystal” (since they hadn’t 
been included in Crystal Visions for some reason), which I cheerfully did. I don’t think 
that Jordin, Teri, and Cathy had actually decided to use it for the Westerfilk Collection 
yet, at least I don’t recall that Cathy mentioned it, but then things were very hectic. 


In 1979 Phil, his wife Joanna, and I decided to move up to Berkeley, and ended 
up living a couple of houses down from Greenwalls, Marion Zimmer Bradley’s place. 
Marion had published my story “The Forest” in her first Darkover anthology, and I had 
become friends with her and her family, so we spent a great deal of time doing things 
with various member of the Greenwalls household. One of them was attending the 
Renaissance dance class that Lisa Waters, Marion’s secretary, was taking. Cathy Cook, 
who was involved with the Society for Creative Anachronism, was also a member of the 
class. 
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She, Jordin, and Teri—who were putting together the final line-up for the first 
Westerfilk Collection—had been trying to contact Phil and me to get permission for “Crimson 
and Crystal” and Phil’s song “Someday.” Of course, they were looking for us in Southern 
California. Apparently Cathy heard someone mention my name after the first dance class we 
attended. I'd already left, but had decided to join the class, so she went home and told Teri 
and Jordin, and the following week they all showed up. 


You can imagine my surprise when three people I didn’t recognize strode purposefully 
up to me and said in excited tones, “You’re Cynthia McQuillin!” 


My response was a suspicious “Why?” 

When they told me they wanted to use “Crimson and Crystal” in the Westerfilk Collec- 
tion, I was delighted to give them permission, and enthusiastically offered to do anything else 
I could to help. Cathy asked if I knew where Philip Wayne was, since they hadn’t been able to 


find him either. “Sure,” I said, pointing across the room with a grin, “Phil’s right over there.” 
And the rest is filk history. 


ut 


The Westerfilk Collection — Wact Souge 7 


Lyrics adapted from Rudyard Kipling by Leslie Fish 


The Engineer’s Hymn Music by Leslie Fish 


Oh Lord, Thou hast made this world the ghad -ow of a dream, And 


C Em E 
oa = —— 
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| | | 
taught by time I treat it so, ex - cept for the i-on stream. From 
Am G 
= : -° = = 
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cou -pler flange to spin-dle guide, I see thy hand, Oh God; Pre - 
G E Am 


des - ti - na - tion in the stride of yon con - nec - tin’ rod. 


Oh Lord, Thou hast made this world the shadow of a dream, 
And taught by time I treat it so, except for the ion stream. 
From coupler flange to spindle guide, I see thy hand, Oh God; 
Predestination in the stride of yon connectin’ rod. 


The Captain rules upon the bridge, and I reign here below. 

He sends his orders down the line, an’ I’m pleased ta have it so; 
For though his word be iron law, as ancient rules decree, 

I know what truly moves this ship are my engines, Lord, and me. 


I know Thy seas are very, very wide, and the ship in truth is small, 
And those who dwell within her hide I care for one and all. 

Their safety rests upon my skill; their lives are in my hand. 

I take it for a sacred trust, but they rarely understand. 


Behold these purring engine-hearts that keep the ship alive: 

I know them down to their atoms’ parts, that I and mine may thrive. 
And fools they be, who fail to see why I hold my engines dear: 

For the engine-room is a temple raised to the God of the Engineer! 


Oh Lord, Thou hast made this world the shadow of a dream, 
And taught by time I treat it so, except for the ion stream. 
From coupler flange to spindle guide, I see thy hand, Oh God; 
Predestination in the stride of yon connectin’ rod. 
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The Bu reaucr, ‘at J 5 Hym n Lyrics by Jordin Kare 


Music by Leslie Fish 
ieee 


Am G 
Oh Lord, Thou hast made this world a paper-pusher’s dream, 


C m E 
And night-school trained I treat it so, except for my pension scheme. 


Am G C G 
And since Thou workest slowly, Lord, I take that for my goal: 


m 
Procrastination in each plod of an office worker’s soul. 


My Boss rules from his office there, his Boss from behind that wall. 
They both take orders from the Board which meets in City Hall. 
My Boss worked hard to get his job through skill and ability, 

But he'll soon retire and Ill get his post through sheer seniority. 


Thy public, Lord, is very, very large, and my office here is small. 
But all requests must go through me. I can screw them one and all. 
Their futures rest upon my desk, their lives are in my files. 

And though I always turn them down, I do it with a smile! 


Behold these massive rulebooks here, volumes one to fifty-five. 

I know them down to subparagraphs, that I and mine may thrive. 
And those who will not sign and date each page are fools indeed, 
For the nine-part form is a temple raised to the God of Bureaucracy. 


Oh Lord, Thou hast made this world a paper-pusher’s dream, 

And night-school trained I treat it so, except for my pension scheme. 
And since Thou workest slowly, Lord, I take that for my goal: 
Procrastination in each plod of an office worker’s soul. 


(Yes, we know this isn't a serious 
song, but we thought it belonged 
with the song that inspired it. 
Besides, the more I deal with 
bureaucracy, the more I suspect 
it’s strictly factual.—Jordin) 
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Lyrics by Hal Frank 
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There lived once two brothers, born on the Dorsai, 

And strong and well-favored were they. 

They trained in their youth for to carry the sword, the sword, the sword, 
And in their young manhood they soldiered away. 


The star-road was waiting to bear them afar, 

To battle, to honor and fame, 

For Kensie and Ian, the two men of war, men of war, men of war, 
True sons of the household of Graeme. 


They rose to be leaders; they bled with their men 

In quarrels were none of their own, 

And Kensie burned bright with the dangers they shared, 
that they shared, that they shared, 

While Ian grew colder than stone. 
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As different as winter and summer they grew: 

Grim warrior and fair cavalier, 

And never two brothers so different as they, as they, as they, 
And never two brothers so near. 


The war it had ended on far St. Marie 

In victory certain and clear, 

And after the battle a cowardly shot, a shot, a shot, 
Did cut down the young cavalier. 


When Ian was told that his brother was slain 

By the hand of assassins unknown, 

Something within him went out like the light, like the light, like the light 
And left him forever in darkness alone. (Verse by Anne Passovoy) 


“Now bring me before them,” said Ian so grim, 

“And let me but look at them plain, 

And I will destroy them with only my hands, my bare hands, my two hands 
For surely it’s me they have slain!” 


? 


They took him, they stripped him, they mocked at his grief, 

For they thought he could do them no ill, 

And guns in their hands led him there while they laughed, 
how they laughed, how they laughed, 

At the prisoner held to their will. 


They were three there with pistols and he all unarmed, 

With never a weapon to find; 

But Ian walked out of that doorway alone, all alone, all alone, 
And left three dead bastards behind! 


And never a tear he let fall in his grief, 

Though half of his soul had been slain 

And lost when his brother went into the earth, to the earth, to the earth 
And never he found it again. 


> 


Oh, Ian and Kensie are gathered to rest, 

For we sing of the days now gone by, 

But outworlder, listen and mark what we say, what we say, what we say: 
Who murders our brother shall die! 


The Westerfilk Collection — Wact Senge 1M 


Lyri d Musi 
Eternal Loser by Leslie Fish 
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I loved a girl named Ruth, once, but lost her on my way. 
I saw her shadow walking on a shore leave world today. 
And now it’s time for going. I leave this world behind. 

I’ve even lost her shadow, save the one left on my mind. 


I loved dark Miramanee on a world called Paradise, 

And dreamed away a season there, my years drowned in her eyes. 
All duty was forgotten, all thought of death denied. 

I held her in my arms all night, and in my arms she died. 


I loved sweet bright-eyed Edith outside Time’s written line. 
She told me all her secrets, and I never told her mine. 

My world’s survival waited, past all I could devise. 

I kept a friend from saving her. She fell before my eyes. 


There was a maid named Rayna, once, immortal and unknown. 
I battled with Methuselah to have her love alone. 

Her battle was the harder; too fierce, too bittersweet. 

It tore her untried heart in two. She crumbled at my feet. 


I love them and I lose them, and too many times they die. 

I come home broken-hearted, and back to my stars I fly. 

My steel-and-stardrive lady, I keep no love but you— 

And when this mission’s over, I suppose you'll leave me, too. 
...l guess you'll leave me, too. 
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Iron Mistress, let me go just a day, an hour or so, 

To touch the dreams Ill never know with your cold arms around me. 
But do I want my liberty out here on the shoreless sea? 

I’ve even loved your jealousy, straight from the day you bound me. 


Iron Mistress, let me sleep between the watches I must keep. 

Let me know some other deep than the stars to which you’ve thrown me. 
Your silent mercies, ill-defined, lock me up inside my mind, 

Cut me off from my own kind. Such is the love you’ve shown me. 


Queen of darkness, more than fair, for your lover do you care? 
No human rival will you bear, sometimes allow a brother. 
Iron lady, queen of strife, you’re my only home and wife. 

I know I’m bound to you for life, nor would I have another. 


(‘I realized that it was only the requirements of TV episode 
scriptwriting that put Captain Kirk in the position of 
always losing the girl and being “married” to his ship. 
However, I also noted that the Married-To-The-Ship-Syn- 
drome is very real. A lot of Naval and Civil ships’ officers 
really are like that. This song is for the whole sorry lot of 
them.” —Leslie) 
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It’s seldom in Chicago that you see the stars by night. 
The skies are red and angry with sodium vapor light. 
But I have seen the heavens from a high and lonely place, 
And I know that’s the closest I'll ever come to space. 

But I have seen the harbor, 

And the tall ships point the way, 

And my children or their children 

May go out there someday. 
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If I live a long time, and if mankind turns once more 
To dare a present danger, to reach some future shore. 
Then I may yet see pictures from distant foreign skies, 
And know them for reflections in my children’s questing eyes. 
And I have seen the harbor, 
And the ships are proud and bold, 
And the children born this morning 
May already be too old. 


In our mundane life there’s no one happier than I. 
I’m contented to live planetbound, for time has passed me by. 
But my children and their children are well worth dreaming for. 
The glories of tomorrow lie golden at their door. 

But I have seen the harbor, 

And the ship’s departing gleam. 

And the witnesses of wonders 

Are forgiven when they dream. 
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The Paid Soldiers of Dorsai 


Lyrics and Music 
by Bob Asprin 
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Well, you can talk about the Swiss, how their pikemen rose to fame, 
And count all the wars they’ve won. 
Or the German men, the Landesknechter by name, 
With great swords that flash in the sun. 
You can sing of all these men who in their day fought for pay, 
And you still have to ask us why 
In this day of rocket’s blast, laser’s hiss, still exist 
The paid soldiers of Dorsai? 


CHORUS: So, pay all you merchants for our skills if you will. 
Pay, though the price be high! 
You know as well as all the rest we’re the best! 
The paid soldiers of Dorsai. 


Now the Dorsai have learned, every woman, man and child; 
We've all learned our lessons well, 
That it does not pay to fight or think too wild 
Or mourn for the men who fell. 
Each man can plan and execute each task that we ask, 
For our standards are more than high! 
So if you are too civilized or blind to use your mind, 
Then pay and accept Dorsai! 


CHORUS: So, pay all you planets for our skills if you will... 


But can’t you see just what this means to you? 
Can you see what you have gained? 
That from now on, your problems will be few. 
That you'll never fight again. 
You can turn your mind to culture, knowing we'll never yield, 
For that is not the Dorsai way. 
So you get all the benefits, the peace, troubles cease, 
And all that we get is pay! 


CHORUS: So, pay all you empires for our skills if you will... 
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I can’t stay in these diggings long, few days, few days. 
I can’t stay in these diggings long, and I am going home. 


Ill peg my ship on this campground, few days, few days, 
To give my demons one more round, and I am going home. 


From sun to sun I’m made to tread, few days, few days, 
The open sky my only bed, and I am going home. 


How little did my mother dream, few days, few days, 
That I would sail on time’s long stream, and I am going home. 


The world I knew is ages gone, few days, few days, 
And I must keep on keeping on, and I am going home. 


I can’t stay in these diggings long, few days, few days. 
I can’t stay in these diggings long, and I am going home. 


All others to their loves may cling, few days, few days, 
But I must wander, learn, and sing, and I am going home. 


There is no world can hold me long, few days, few days, 
’Till every world has heard my song, and I am going home. 


The gods who made these stars my track, few days, few days, 
Have laid their burden on my back, and I am going home. 


Of all the worlds and times I know, few days, few days, 
Ill sing the truth before I go, and I am going home. 


My sky is bound by spinning stars, few days, few days. 
The cruelest prison has no bars, and I am going home. 


I can’t stay in these diggings long, few days, few days. 
I can’t stay in these diggings long, and I am going home. 
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Westerfilk Memories: Bill Roper 


I first met Judy Voros (née Bentley) in the late seventies. She was active in 
Milwaukee fandom and was simultaneously loud, funny, energetic—and no singer. 
But, by God, she wanted to be! Judy loved filking, but unfortunately, filking did not 
always love her back. Still, she was always actively involved in filk, even producing 
(with her husband, Todd) Clif Flynt’s and my first filk tape, Liftoff to Landing. 


I fell out of touch with Milwaukee fandom for several years, although I'd still run 
into Todd and Judy at various cons. It was in the mid-’80s, when my good buddy Clif 
was stuck in Chicago on a consulting assignment, that the two of us started heading 
back up there on a regular basis. 


Things had changed. Alot. I knew that Judy had learned to play guitar in the 
interim, and that she’d worked hard on her singing. She still wasn’t a good singer. But 
she knew what she could do and what she couldn’t do, she still had her boundless 
enthusiasm, and in the end, she was good enough. Good enough to play, good enough 
to sing, good enough to become the leader of Milwaukee’s filk community. 


Two things (not counting “a good time”) were ubiquitous at Judy’s filksings. One 
was the sets of black-bound lyrics prepared on Todd’s basement mini-computer. The 
other was all the copies of the Westerfilk, opened to the same page. 


And this, to my mind, was the great achievement of the Westerfilk. Not only 
was it the first widely available filkbook, but it combined lyrics, chords, and sheet 
music, so that all of the songs were accessible—all you had to do was be willing to work 
at it. It was a tool that someone like Judy, who was not blessed with a natural talent, 
but who was blessed with the desire and the willingness to work hard to attain her 
goals, could use to be a part of the music and the community that she loved. 


Judy died of cancer in October 1994. We'll miss her. 
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Lyrics by Poul Anderson 
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A bugle wind is blowing. __¥ 
It’s time that I be going 


From summer clouds in gentle skies 
Where light comes lancing through, 
From nights of moon and dew. 


However far I wander, 

My song will yearn out yonder, 
A note, a tune, a melody 

In memory of you. 


The stars are stark that shone so soft 
Above our darling land; 

But I must fare away, aloft, 

And hope you understand. 


Where unknown suns are burning, 
Their living worlds are turning. 

A dance from dawn to day to dark 
On mountaintop and sea 

Goes everlastingly. 


Though ignorant, we blunder 
So death may drag us under, 
A note, a tune, a melody 

’Till then will sound from me. 


What miracles abide out there, 
What wise and foreign mind, 
What enterprises man may dare, 
We can but go to find. 


Yet still, in all the wonder, 

The tolling of the thunder 

That quickens in those virgin skies 
When first they know our ships, 

A longing strikes like whips. 


I'll sing while founding nations 
Among the constellations 

A note, a tune, a melody 
Remembering your lips. 


And when at last your runaway 
Comes back from the abyss 

Of starful dark to common day, 
Forgive me with a kiss. 
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Lyrics and Music 


Space is Dark by Bill Roper 
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CHORUS: Space is dark and space is deep, 
And the price we’ve paid is far too steep. 
Though we’ve gained a hero’s name, 
We're all cripples just the same, 
And the scars we bear will testify 
To the pain we found beyond the sky. 


We set out in our starship in twenty-forty-nine, 

Sent to ply the galaxy, another earth to find. 

They put us in our coffins, and gently closed the lids. 

And if ’?d known then what I know now, Id have wished I’d wake up dead. 


And so we flew a thousand years, through interstellar space. 

Light years separated us from the human race. 

Then at last we slowed as we approached our target star, 

And now we'd find the reason that we’d traveled so far. (CHORUS) 


As we awoke from frozen sleep, we each knew what to do. 
We’d scan the sky about the star for a planet shining blue. 
We'd pull into an orbit, and check her atmosphere, 

And run a half a hundred tests to see if she proved fair. 


We’d monitor the radio so that we could see 

If there were any aliens who'd come here before we. 

Then from our receiver a tiny voice we heard, 

And it spoke to us in English, and we understood each word. (CHORUS) 


Ten years we had been on our way when they found the hyperdrive, 
And man spread to a thousand stars while we were half alive. 
But still they could not stop our ship to save us from our fate. 
And so we have arrived here, but nine hundred years too late. 


They told us we were heroes, pinned medals to our chests, 

And they gave us a fine pension, and sent us off to rest. 

For we're anachronisms from another place and time, 

And so they have retired us, though we're all still in our prime. (CHORUS) 


And of the ten men of our crew, but two of us remain, 

For trapped here in the future, we all have gone insane. 

We knew when we set out that we’d be gone a thousand years, 
But we never thought we’d end up as unwanted pensioneers. 


And soon we two will follow where the other eight have gone, 

And then our long sad journey will finally be done. 

In the next room waiting is my time-lost lonely wife, 

And I'll see her one last time as we take each other’s life. (CHORUS) 
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A Toast for Unknown Heroes 


Lyrics by Leslie Fish 
Music: Bonnie Ship the Diamond (verse) 
Step by Step (chorus) 
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sin - gly none. 


A man is walking on the moon, with his eyes turned up toward space, 
And the bright blue world that watches him reflected on his face. 

The whole world sees that hero there, and the module crew also, 

But few can see the guiding team that guards him from below. 


CHORUS: Step by step the longest march can be won, can be won. 
Many stones can form an arch, singly none, singly none. 
And together what we will can be accomplished still. 
Many drops can turn a mill, singly none, singly none. 


Here’s a health to the man who walks the moon, and the module crew above, 

And the team that watches from the sky with worry, joy, and love. 

To all who blazed the sky-trail, come raise your glasses ’round, 

And a health to the unknown heroes, too, who never left the ground. (CHORUS) 


Here’s a health to the ship’s designers, and the welders of her seams, 

And all who man the radar-scan to watch our dawning dreams. 

For all the unknown heroes, sing out to every shore: 

“What makes one step a giant leap is all the steps before!” (CHORUS) 


(“As the movie Apollo 13 shows, the astronauts 
who get all the glory are only the visible tip of the 
iceberg. Their work is supported by a small army 
of dedicated and largely unknown technicians, 
engineers, programmers and communications 
experts. It’s their work that puts the rockets up 
and gets the pilots back down safely. Somehow 
they miss out on the glory, and I thought it only 
proper that I should correct that omission. Mike 
Mize, this is for you.”—Leslie) 
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Lyrics and Music 


Crimson and Crystal by Cynthia McQuillin 
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Crimson and Crystal deck her shadow halls, 

And in incense and teardrops her voice gently calls. 
But in that silent kingdom the sun never shines, 
For she’s locked it away in the fortress of time. 


Her eyes they are hollow like deep empty pools, 
And her touch is like ice, it makes mortal blood cool. 
Her existence is longing, she’s waiting for me. 

My dear Lady Death will soon set me free. 


In mansions of shadow she wanders each night, 
But she’s ever alone outside time’s patterned flight. 
As she lays down beside each lover she takes, 

She whispers their names, but they never awake. 


Crimson and Crystal deck her shadow halls, 

And the time will be coming when we've all been called 
To lie down in silence in her crystal sleep, 

And she'll watch us and guard us in her crimson keep. 
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Thoughts on Strange Visitors Gales 


by Leslie Fish 
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What manner of men are these who fly so free? 
Not bound to any planet’s rules, 

Not tied to flocks and herding tools, 

Not serving country-minded fools, 

Not chained to dust, like me. 


What manner of men are these, well known to stars? 
Not limited to one tribe’s lands, 

Not fed by any one tribe’s hands. 

The mountains where my border stands 

Confine like prison bars. 


What manner of men are these who stand alone? 
In all they do or say to me, 

The echo of the stars they see 

Confirms that one could be so free— 

It gnaws me to the bone. 


What manner of men are these? I need to know! 
They fill my dreams with wondrous things, 
They give my soul impatient wings, 
They show me where their freedom springs, 
And I am called to go. ; 

...And I am called to go! 
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Lyrics and Music 
Star to Steer by by Karen Willson 
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death is near, but fight-ing on To win a free man’s grave. 


CHORUS: Oh, give me a star to steer by, 
A cause to die for, a love to win, 
And I will seek the sky. 


Hope springs in a rebel’s breast, 
Knowing death is near, but fighting on 
To win a free man’s grave. 


Life limps on for those he’s left behind. 
We'll meet another time, another life, 
Where secret lovers dine. (CHORUS) 


Gently, she draws her children near 
And whispers ’way their fears, for by moonset 
The soldiers will have gone. 


Somewhere, her loved one roams the sky. 
Death weaves his silken lies: a shield gone, 
A robe of rest well won. (CHORUS) 


War lingers on. Its roots grow deep in space, 
Inspired and fed by hate. We will be free— 
The rebel’s cry is strong. 


For them this dream: together they'll carve a place. 
Destiny they will create. The time has come; 
The force of peace has won! (CHORUS) 
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Westerfilk Memories: David Bratman 
a eS ES I ERECTA 


Years before filk CDs, before filk cons, even before filk tapes, there was The Westerfilk 
Collection, the first major project of the Bay Area filkers. Being involved with editing the 
Westerfilk was the most important thing I did in my eight years as an active filker, but I just sort 
of fell into it. Jordin Kare came to California in 1978, dreaming of producing a filkbook fit to stand 
next to The NESFA Hymnal. At one of the monthly filks in Jeff Rogers’ tiny apartment in Berke- 
ley, Jordin asked for help, and being young, foolish, and an undergraduate with too much time on 
my hands, I volunteered. 


Besides contributing and recruiting a few songs, and scratching my head over copyrights for 
a while, my major contribution in editing the Westerfilk was typing almost all of it. This was in 
the olden days, children, when personal computers were expensive and nearly useless playthings, 
and laser printers had barely been heard of. The sheet music in the original edition was all hand- 
calligraphed by Teri Lee, and when she finished that tedious task on each song, I’d type the lyrics 
underneath as carefully as I could. I also typed most of the rest of the lyrics, and I did it all on 
that state-of-the-art machine, an IBM golfball Selectric typewriter. 


The only Selectric we had access to was in the office where Jordin worked, so regularly for a 
couple of months I'd climb the hill to the Lawrence Berkeley Laboratory to meet Jordin and Teri 
for several weekend or evening hours of typing, layout, queries posed and answered, organiza- 
tional decisions, and that unique form of hilarity that always erupts when too few people are doing 
too much work in too little time. We noticed at the last minute that I’d typoed a line in “Banned 
from Argo”—I had it as “A gang of planets entwined his house.” We fell over laughing at that for a 
while, and improvised a hasty paste-up correction. 


On each page of sheet music I'd type the title at the head of the page, so that it wouldn’t 
wind up misplaced in the layout (that would have been a real disaster). These head-titles were 
removed in the layout process and replaced by larger typeset ones, so it didn’t matter if in the 
extra space I added a comment of my own...or filked the first line of the song...or even the first two 
lines...or before running out of space. My co-editors were tickled and later added their own verses. 
It’s never been published before, or even sung as far as I know, but for these Westerfilk memories, 
I'll resurrect this unique relic of the editing process. 


Westerfilk Apocrypha (A Toast for Unknown Editors) 
Lyrics by David Bratman and Jordin Kare 
Music: Very fishy 


A man is typing filky songs, with his eyes turned towards the page 
And he wonders as he’s typing there what he'll get for his wage. 

O Jordin sees that typist there, and Teri does also, 

And they tell him he should have finished a half an hour ago. 


CHORUS: Word by word the longest song can be done, can be done 
Many notes can form a line, singly none, singly none. 
And together what we will can be a filkbook still, 
Many sales make a thrill, singly none, singly none. 


The whole world reads the verses there and the choruses also, 

But few can read the music that is printed down below. 

For all the unknown filkers, sing out to every shore— 

Just send your checks to Westerfilk so we can sell one more. (CHORUS) 
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Neutral Zone, Romulan View 


Lyrics and Music 


by Leslie Fish 
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Gods of my an-ces-tors, guide my hands, 
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Here on the bor-ders of our sky; 


Guard -ing be-yond our known home-lands, 


Gods of my ancestors, guide my hands, 
Here on the borders of our sky; 
Guarding beyond our known homelands, 
Give me the strength to fight and die. 


Somewhere beyond these ranks of stars 
Fly strange ships of our alien foe, 
Armed with knowledge that is not ours, 
Steered by ethics we do not know. 


Many the years since first we met 

And clashed in the normal ways of war. 
They could have conquered; they might yet. 
We still don’t know what they spared us for. 


Fiercely their strong ships beat us back, 

Yet all they asked was that war should cease. 
Cunning and courage they do not lack... 
Look: they have power but sue for peace. 


And so we watch on the border here 

For unknown dangers beyond our sky, 

In unadmitted but constant fear. 

Great Gods, why did they spare us—why? 


Give me the strength to fight and die. 


(“What little we’ve seen of the 
Romulans of aired Trek episodes is 
intriguing, contradictory, and leaves 
a lot of unanswered questions. With 
this song, I volunteer some motiva- 
tion for their oddball psychology.” 
—Leslie) 
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One Last Battle 


Lyrics and Music 


by Bill Roper 
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It’s been two years since I saw you, since I stood upon the ground, 
In the shadow of a shuttle that too soon for space was bound. 

But now I am a warrior, a pilot for the fleet, 

And they’ve told me I cannot go home ’till the enemy’s defeat. 


And now I’m on the front lines in this damned Patrol corvette. 

Shot fifteen of the alien ships, and they haven’t got us yet. 

And I curse the foe, and I curse this ship, and I curse each single fight, 
For I’m haunted by the memory of you and a moonlit summer night. 


I remember how we sat there, looking down upon the bay, 

And you told me that you’d wait for me, if it took ten thousand days. 
But I’ve been gone for a long time, and I’ve been so far away, 

And each time I go into battle, dear, for both of us I pray. 


The foe retreats before us now; his conquests he has lost. 

We’ve beaten him back, we’ve smashed his ships, but Lord, at what a cost! 
Ten thousand men lie graveless in the emptiness of space, 

And they died so far from heart and home and their woman’s fond embrace. 


The alien fleet’s before us now; the final battle draws nigh. 
And I cannot know before it’s done if I'll live or I shall die. 
But if this one last battle I should manage to survive, 


feat. 


I’ll come home to you, for the war’1l be through, and I'll take you for my bride. 
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Children of the Future caer Win 
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CHORUS: Weare the children of the future, 
With our eyes turned toward the skies: 
Asking questions, thinking new thoughts, 
And wond’ring why. 


It’s not enough for us to say, “It’s just this way,” 

And it’s not enough to say, “It’ll always be the same.” 
For we are growing, eyes opened wide to our world, 
Changing, rearranging, 

The colors and the patterns of our lives. 


If there is something wrong, you know we'll change it, 
Cause it’s not our way to let things pass undone. 

And when we're through, we'll look into tomorrow, 
Knowing it will be ours, 

For in today the future we have won. 


CHORUS: _...And wond’ring why, 
Always wond’ring why. 
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Song of the Shield-Wall Music by Melisga Willamson 
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Hasten, O sea-steed, over the swan-road, 

Foamy-necked ship o’er the froth of the sea! 

Hengest has called us from Gotland and Frisia, 

To Vortigern’s country, his army to be. 
We'll take our pay there in sweeter than silver, 
We'll take our plunder in richer than gold, 
For Hengest has promised us land for our fighting, 
Land for the sons of the Saxons to hold! 


Hasten, O fyrds-men, down to the river; 

Dragon-prowed ships on the in-flowing tide! 

The linden-wood shield and the old spear of ash-wood 

Are needed again by the cold waterside. 
Draw up the shield-wall, O shoulder-companions; 
Later, whenever our story is told, 
They'll say that we died guarding what we call dearest, 
Land that the sons of the Saxons will hold! 


Hasten, O house-carls, north to the Danelaw; 

Harald Hardrada’s come over the sea! 

His longships he’s laden with baresarks from Norway 

To claim Canute’s crown and our master to be. 
Bitter he'll find here the bite of our spear-points, 
Hard ruling Northmen too proud to die old. 
We'll grant him six feet—plus as much as he’s taller— 
Of land that the sons of the Saxons will hold! 


Hasten on southward, strong son of Godwin, 

Victory’s sweet and your men have fought hard, 

But William the Bastard has landed at Pevensey, 

Burning the land you have promised to guard. 
Draw up the spears on the hilltop at Hastings, 
Fight ’till the sun drops and evening grows cold, 
And die with the last of your Saxons around you, 
Holding the land you were given to hold! 


(This song, subtitled “Four Hundred Years of Saxon History in 2:15,” 
had already suffered changes due to the “folk process” when it reached 
us. While the authors made no objection to these changes when we 
asked them, to keep the record straight, the original song differed as 
follows: 


v.2, 1.2: The dragon ships come on the in-flowing tide. 
v.3, 1.6:...too strong to die... 
v.4, 1.1: Make haste, son of Godwin, southward from Stamford) 
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Lyrics by Peter Beagle 


When | Was a Young Man Music: The Ash Grove 
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When I was a young man, and very well thought of, 

I couldn’t ask aught that the ladies denied. 

I nibbled their hearts like a handful of raisins, 

And I never spoke love but I knew that I lied. 
But I said to myself, “Ah, they none of them know 
The secret I shelter and savor and save. 
I wait for the one who will see through my seeming, 
And Ill know when I love by the way I behave.” 


The years drifted over like clouds in the heavens; 

The ladies went by me like snow on the wind. 

I charmed and I cheated, deceived and dissembled, 

And I sinned, and I sinned, and I sinned, and I sinned. 
But I said to myself, “Ah, they none of them see 
There’s part of me pure as the whisk of a wave. 
My lady is late, but she'll find I’ve been faithful, 
And Ill know when I love by the way I behave.” 


At last came a lady both knowing and tender, 

Saying, “You’re not at all what they take you to be.” 

I betrayed her before she had quite finished speaking, 

And she swallowed cold poison and jumped in the sea. 
And I say to myself, when there’s time for a word, 
As I gracefully grow more debauched and depraved, 
“Ah, love may be strong, but a habit is stronger, 
And I knew when I loved by the way I behaved.” 
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Three kings rode out on the road to hell, 

And ravens flew on the gale. 

The night wind rang like an iron bell 

And hissed with sleet and hail. 

Three kings rode out where the night wind runs, 
And onto death’s highway: 

The King of the Britons, the King of the Huns, 
And the King of Norroway. 


And the King of the Britons was crowned with gold 
And rode a stallion white. 

“Oh, all men gang when they are told, 

But I go not in fright. 

A goodly king, who loved his folk, 

And guarded them with the rod, 

With stakes and gallows, against themselves, 

Will surely go to God.” 


And the King of the Huns was capped with steel, 
And rode a stallion red. 

“Oh, truly proud my fathers feel 

Of me who crowned my head 

Halfway across a world in pain, 

Which mightily I did win; 

And I go home to my fathers’ fane, 

And not to the evil djinn.” 


And the King of Norway was helmed with wings, 
And rode a stallion gray. 

“Oh, fiercely glad my heart now sings; 

Odin guests me today. 

I died in bed, aye, but I hung 

Full many a screaming thrall 

On Odin’s tree. With runes on tongue, 

I gang now to his hall.” 


Three kings rode down to the depths of hell, 

And the bloody-breasted hound 

Howled as they rode where black rivers fell, 

Icy beneath the ground. 

Three kings a final judgment won 

From the High Gods’ lips that day: 

The Devil took the Briton, the djinn took the Hun, 
and Hel took Norroway! 
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Worlds grow old and suns grow cold, 

And death we never can doubt. 

Time’s cold wind, wailing down the past, 

Reminds us that all flesh is grass, 

And history’s lamps blow out. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


Cycles turn while the far stars burn, 

And people and planets age. 

Life’s crown passes to younger lands, 

Time sweeps dust of hope from his hands 

And turns another page. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 
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But we who feel the weight of the wheel 

When winter falls over our world 

Can hope for tomorrow and raise our eyes 

To a silver moon in the opened skies 

And a single flag unfurled. 
For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


We know well what Life can tell: 

If you would not perish, then grow. 

And today our fragile flesh and steel 

Have laid their hands on a vaster wheel 

With all of the stars to know. 
That the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 


From all who tried out of history’s tide, 
Salute for the team that won. 

And the old Earth smiles at her children’s reach; 

The wave that carried us up the beach 

To reach for the shining sun. 

For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. : 
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Westerfilk Memories: Leslie Fish on Hope Eyrie 


For a long time I had been fascinated with the concept of musical “magic”—the ability of songs to 
arouse thought as well as feeling (and possibly to arouse psychic talent, too). For years I’d been trying to 
write songs that had “magic”, but my first real success was with “Hope Eyrie.” That song will always 
have special significance for me—which is especially ironic considering how it was written. 


"Twas after college graduation; much to my parents’ dismay, I refused to leave Michigan, go back to 
New Jersey, move back in with them, and marry the lawyer of their choice. This upset Mama to the 
point where she made a special trip out to Michigan to try to persuade me to “come home’, etc. (At the 
time, I was living in a group boarding-house with lots of other poor students.) After a week of her visit, 
Mama’s nonstop nagging grew noticeably shrill and desperate, and my refusals grew noticeably blunt. 
On the last night of her visit, I insisted that she take home with her a couple of boxes of horrible mun- 
dane clothes which I’d “outgrown.” Thus it was that she parked by the curb and railed at me as I went 
up the steps and into the house. 


Right then I noticed that something was different. All the front-room lights were out, but everyone 
in the house was sitting, dead silent, in front of the one black-and-white TV set. I paused to see what 
they were watching that could enthrall the entire rowdy household—and was instantly hooked. 


It was the live feed from NASA, showing the Apollo 11 landing. There was Neil Armstrong stepping 
down the ladder, putting his foot down in the lunar dust, and then—crackling with distance—the famous 
words. The crowd watching was too enraptured to cheer; instead, they all gave a vast collective sigh, 
like a sea-wave coming up a sandy beach. 


I forgot everything else. I forgot all about Mama’s week-long nagging campaign, losing my job, the 
two boxes of wretched clothes, and everything. I turned and ran back out the front door, pelted up to the 
car, and shouted, “Mama, guess what? It’s the moon landing! They made it! They’re walking on the 
moon, right this minute! Do you understand what this means?! MANKIND HAS REACHED THE 
MOON!!!” 


Mama sniffed, and replied, “I’m sure I should care, when my little girl is Ruining Her Life.” 


Right there, I lost all sympathy for my family. I turned around and went back into the house, 
picked up the two boxes of clothes, brought them back into the car, stuffed them into the back seat, and 
slammed the car door. “Goodbye, Mother,” I said, as I turned around and walked away. I didn’t even 
bother to watch the car drive off; I went straight back in and watched the rest of the program. When 
NASA cut off the live coverage, I went up to my room and took out my guitar and began working on a 
song for the event. 


How could I put into words and notes what I felt? I took infinite care trying to cast in words the 
sense of opened horizons, stark freedom, the end of an age of limits, the chance for immortality of the 
human species. Over and over I recalled just what I'd felt that night, watching Armstrong make that 
step and knowing what it meant. I worked endlessly with chords and notes, trying to get just the right 
tune. It took me six years to finish, polishing the song like a gem, before I had it exactly right. 


Once Id finished it, I began singing it everywhere I could: coffee-houses, bars, SF conventions, folk 
festivals, house parties, even picket-lines. Everyone who heard it was struck by it, and I knew Id finally 
reached the “magic.” 


I hear that “Hope Eyrie” has since gone all over the world. A copy was sent to NASA, and from 
there went around the aerospace community. Of course, filkers have carried it all over fandom, from 
Australia to Germany and back. It was even translated into Polish, sneaked into Poland, and became an 
underground anthem of Solidarnosc. If I’ve won any artistic immortality for myself, that song is part of 
it. That’s why, though I’ve written many good and even magical songs since then, “Hope Eyrie” will 
always hold a particular place in my memory that nothing else can reach. 
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Silly Songs 


Alphabetical Index Silly Songs 
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sing - ing. So belt out what - ev-er note suits you. The 
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rest will join in, each one in his own key. And it’s fare ye well, all 
c F C G7 C 
(4 eo ee SS SS SS 
ee 
i Siac 
ves - tige of har - mo - ny, All of the filk-ers are sing - ing. 


The fans have all gathered ’neath bright ballroom lights, 
To sing of strange planets and rockets in flight. 

The bar overheard us; they've closed for the night. 

They can’t take the sound of our singing. 


CHORUS: _ So belt out whatever note suits you, 
The rest will join in, each one in his own key. 
And it’s fare ye well, all vestige of harmony, 
All of the filkers are singing. 


When singalongs start in this gathering of friends, 

The hotel staff screams, “Dear God, when will it end?” 

The drunks and the tone-deaf add spice to the blend 

Of what we have the gall to call singing. (CHORUS) 


Our bloodshot eyes clash with the pink morning sun, 

It’s a hell of a night once the singing’s begun. 

Yet for some strange reason they claim that it’s fun 

When everyone’s gathered for singing. (CHORUS) 
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Lyrics by Jordin Kare 


Coming to the Mountain Music: Coming Round the Mountain 


46 


(In view of the innumerable songs that have been written on “Star Wars” themes, in 
fact usually to the “Star Wars” theme, it seems that “Close Encounters of the Third 
Kind” has been sadly neglected. Hence the following:) 


D 
They’ll be coming to the mountain when they come, 
They’ll be coming to the mountain when they come. 


Devil’s Tower is their mountain 


G 
For their taste there’s no accountin’. 


D A7 
They'll be coming to the mountain when they come. 


They will have their brilliant lights on when they come... 
They will have their real bright lights on 

So they’ll look real neat at night, son. 

They will have their brilliant lights on when they come. 


They'll be playing catchy music when they come... 
Yes, their music will be catchy, 

Even though the soundtrack’s scratchy. 

They'll be playing catchy music when they come. 


They'll be flying down the highways when they come... 
They'll be flying down the highways; 

Wish to hell they’d fly down my ways! 

They'll be flying down the highways when they come. 


Oh, the Air Force wants to meet them when they come... 
All the generals want to meet them, 

Send some Phantoms up to greet them. 

Yes, the Air Force wants to meet them when they come. 


So the Air Force will deny it when they come... 
Yet no matter how they lie, it 

Seems our hero just won’t buy it. 

Still, the Air Force will deny it when they come. 
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Oh, the Mother Ship’s enormous when it comes... 
Yes, the Mother Ship’s enormous. 

Where they'll park it they'll inform us. 

Yes, the Mother Ship’s enormous when it comes. 


They’ll return our missing pilots when they come... 
But since she’s so dear to their hearts 

They will keep Amelia Earhart. 

They'll return our missing pilots when they come. 


And our hero will go with them when they go, 
Yes, our hero will go with them when they go. 
Richard Dreyfus will go with them, 

And the little kid will mith (sic) them. 

Yes, our hero will go with them when they go. 


BUT THEY’LL BE BACK! (spoken) 
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Starship Unity 


Lyrics by Anne Passovoy 


Music: Johnny Be Fair by Buffy Sainte-Marie 


48 


Am ; G Am 
My father is the captain of the starship Unity, 
E 
And me and Mama live on board to bear him company. 
Am G. Em 
And I am of the age when I am anxious for to wed; 


m A G : Em _E7 Am 
And I must choose a groom who'll win approval from my Dad. 
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Well, Johnny is fine, and Johnny is fair, and wishes me to wed. 
And I would marry Johnny, but my father up and said, 

“I hate to tell you, Daughter, what your mother never knew: 
That tentacled mess is a son of mine, and so is kin to you.” 


Well, Jimmy is fine, with shining scales, and sweet as he can be. 
And I would marry Jimmy, but my father said to me, 

“I hate to tell you, Daughter, what your mother never knew: 
That hatchling, too, is an egg of mine, and so is kin to you.” 


Well, Zarin is fine and nine feet tall, and covered with purple hair. 
And I would marry Zarin, but my father said, “Beware! 

I hate to say it, my darlin’ girl, but it’s the same old tale, 

And remembering what his mom was like, we’re not sure he’s a male.” 


Now, Brian is made of light and air, and rather hard to see. 
At least he doesn’t look as if he’s any kin to me. 

I said as much to Father, and he said, “Girl, mind your lip! 
And never underestimate the captain of a ship.” 


Was ever there a maiden in so sad a fix as this? 

If all my father says is true, I’ll die a single miss. 

For every single man on board is my own brother true— 
I'll go and find my mother and Ill ask her what to do. 


“Well, tidy your antennae, girl, and comb your hair so blue. 
I’ve taught you that a skipper is a father to his crew. 

He’s doubtless laid each female in the Galaxy, but still 

He’s not the critter that sired you, so marry whom you will!” 


y Pavivesamy 17 
; whilitly, Ur. / ~ 
— amen ri 
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Lyrics and Music 


Banned from Argo by Leslie Fish 


(== SS SS SSS == 


When we pulled in-to Ar-go Port in need of R. and R., The 
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crew set out in - ves - ti - ga - ting ev-ery joint and bar. We 


- C G C G . 
= = a ——— 
== 


had a teh ex - pec - ta- tions of their hos - pi - tal - i - ty, But 


— — 
aaa = t ae : = =" 


found too late it was-n’t geared for spa-cers such as we. And we're 


C G C 
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banned from Ar -go, ev-ery one. Banned from Ar -go, just for 
G D7 


: - a —-4 es = 
( ————— 
hav -ing a lit-tle fun. We spent a jol-ly shore leave there, for 


2 SS == SS SS SS 


2 SS 
| | 


just three days or four, But Ar-go does-n’t want us a~-ny - more. 


When we pulled into Argo Port in need of R. and R., 

The crew set out investigating every joint and bar. 

We had high expectations of their hospitality, 

But found too late it wasn’t geared for spacers such as we. 
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CHORUS: And we're banned from Argo, every one. 
Banned from Argo, just for having a little fun. 
We spent a jolly shore leave there, for just three days or four, 
But Argo doesn’t want us anymore. 


The Captain’s tastes were simple, but his methods were complex. 

We found him with five partners, each of a different world and sex. 

The Shore Police were on the way—we had no second chance. 

We beamed him up in the nick of time—and the remnants of his pants. (CHORUS) 


Our Engineer would yield to none at putting down the brew. 

He outdrank seven space marines and a demolition crew. 

The Navigator didn’t win, but he outdrank almost all, 

And now they’ve got a shuttlecraft on the roof of City Hall. (CHORUS) 


Our proper, cool First Officer was drugged with something green, 

And hauled into an alley, where he suffered things obscene. 

He sobered up in Sickbay and he’s none the worse for wear, 

Except he’s somehow taught the bridge computer how to swear. (CHORUS) 


The Head Nurse disappeared awhile in the major dope bazaar, 

Buying an odd green potion “guaranteed to cause Pon-Farr.” 

She came home with no uniform and an oddly cheerful heart, 

And a painful way of walking—with her feet a yard apart. (CHORUS) 


Our Lady of Communications won a ship-wide bet 

By getting into the planet’s main communications net. 

Now every time someone calls up on an Argo telescreen, 

The flesh is there, but the clothes they wear are nowhere to be seen. (CHORUS) 


Our Doctor loves humanity; his private life is quiet. 

The Shore Police arrested him for inciting whores to riot. 

We found him in the city jail, locked on and beamed him free— 

Intact except for hickeys and six kinds of V.D. (CHORUS) 


Our Helmsman loves exotic plants; the plants all love him too. 

He took some down on leave with him, and we wondered what they’d do. 

Till the planetary governor called and swore upon his life 

That a gang of plants entwined his house and then seduced his wife! (CHORUS) 


A gang of pirates landed, and nobody seemed to care. 

They stamped into the nearest bar to announce that they were there. 

Half our crew was busy there, and invited them to play, 

But the pirates only looked at us, and turned and ran away. (CHORUS) 


Our crew is Starfleet’s finest, and our record is our pride. 

And when we play we tend to leave a trail a mile wide. 

We’re sorry about the wreckage and the riots and the fuss; 

At least we’re sure that planet won’t be quick forgetting us! (CHORUS) 
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. Lyrics by Poul Anderson 
B | a ck B od les Music: My Bonny Lies Over the Ocean 


G C G 
Black bodies give off radiation, 
C D7 
And ought to continuously. 
G C G 
Black bodies give off radiation, 


C D7 G 
But do it by Planck’s theory. 


G C 
CHORUS: Bring back, bring back, 
D7 G 
Oh, bring back that old continuity. 
G C 
Bring back, bring back, 
D7 G 
Oh, bring back Clerk Maxwell to me. 
Though now we have Schrédinger functions, 
Dividing up h by 2rn, 


That damn differential equation 
Still has no solution for vy. (CHORUS) 
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Lyrics by Anne Wilson and Meg Garrett 


The Doctor ’s P ockets Music: My Favorite Things 
OO ee ee 


\ A/ 


Em 
Jackknife and yo-yo and things I find handy, 


pay, 
Grubby white bag full of bright colored candy, 


Am G C 
My sonic screwdriver and bugs I have found, 


G C D7 B7 
These are the things that I carry around! 


Em 
CHORUS: When they caught me, y 2 


Am B7 
And they searched me, 


Em C 
This is what they found— 


A 
My captors were simply amazed to behold 
CAm D G 


The things that I carry around! Ra 
Half-eaten apples and wires and gears, ay 
A diary with entries for five hundred years, 


Etheric detector and string wrapped around, 
These are the things that I carry around! (CHORUS) 


Hypnotic crystal and hanky with knot in, 

Ginger-pop bottle and things I’ve forgotten, 

Toffee tin, spyglass, and stray British pound, 

These are the things that I carry around! (CHORUS) 


PBs . (Dr. Who, the time-traveling hero of Brit- 


ish television, wears an old wool scarf 
and is noted for his eccentricities... 
—Jordin) 
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Dorsai Irregulars 


Lyrics by Bob Asprin 
Music: Rosin the Bow 
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Now, some peo - ple say that were pi - rates, We're 
C Am G7 
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swamp -crawl -ing, 


called ihe ir - reg-u - lars, A 
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knife - one. ing 


== = = = 


crew. 


Now, some people say that we’re pirates, 
We're outlaws with blasters and swords. 
But we've found a new life here on Dorsai, 
The last of the old Mongol hordes. 


CHORUS: And on Neuland they say that we’re devils, 
On Venus and Harmony too, 
But on Dorsai we're called the Irregulars, 
A swamp-crawling, knife-fighting crew. 


Well, one day the men of Des-car-tes 

Touched down and moved into our swamp, 

‘Till twenty-four half-drunk Irregulars 

Played hob with the whole bloomin’ lot. (CHORUS) 


We never did feel much like marchin’ 

Close order is not for our crew, 

But just light a fire under their spaceships, and 

The Enemy will come to you. (CHORUS) 


Well, you shouldn’t go drunk into battle, 

A rule that’s undoubtedly true, 

But our crew seems to feel more like fighting with 

A squeeze tube of Tullamore Dew! (pause...) (CHORUS) 


Now, some people say that we’re pirates; 

We're outlaws with blasters and swords. 

But we've found a new life here on Dorsai, 

The last of the old Mongol hordes. (CHORUS) 
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The Ballad of Transport #18 Op teaba Fah 
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pi-ty us poor sail - ors, —— - ev-er roam, For _ there’s 
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oe: F = : 
Qs = SS SS 

no guar -an - tee’ that well ev - er come home. 


(I got the inspiration for this from an old Poul Anderson novel 
called The Makeshift Rocket. I later read Asimov’s Marooned off 
Vestra which has a similar technological Macguffin. I thought 
Poul Anderson’s story was a lot funnier. Besides, I have a fond- 
ness for the concept of alcohol fuel.—Leslie) 
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We were thirty-eight crewmen on Transport Eighteen. 

The hour was late and the talk was obscene, 

When the raiders streaked down and their bright lasers cut 
Some twenty-odd holes through her steel-plated gut. 


CHORUS: So, pity us poor sailors, wherever we roam, 
For there’s no guarantee that we’ll ever come home. 


All the engines were dead and the life-systems shot, 
And the ship leaking air like the steam off a pot. 
When the crew was accounted, and all damage told, 
The last airtight chamber was the fifth cargo hold. 


So we yelled S.0.S. with our beacons and flares, 

And we ran for the hold by the last standing stairs. 

We sealed off the ports and we gave a great cheer 

When we found that the cargo was twelve tons of beer. (CHORUS) 


We were fairly well mellowed when our answer came through, 
Via transporter sparkle and a brief flash of blue. 

*Twas a space-suited Navy man, calm and correct, 

Though-his green pointed ears weren’t quite what you’d expect. 


He raised one long eyebrow as he noted our fun, 

And he calmly announced that our troubles weren’t done; 

For his ship was off fighting the raiders alone, 

So we'd have to reach safety somehow on our own. (CHORUS) 


He said, “There’s a space station, not far at all 

We could reach in two days at a jet-powered crawl. 

Now jets are quite simple; we could build one from here— 
Just a valve-line to the surface from one tank of beer.” 


So we cheered our salvation and we mourned for the brew 

As we sealed on the pipes as he showed us to do. 

Then we opened the fuel line with the ship aimed toward home, 

And we rode to the station on a long wake of foam. (CHORUS) 


So at last, when the ship came to take us in tow, 
Just an hour from the station with three tanks to go, 
We drank up the fuel and were feeling no pain 
When the Navy man left us with a look of disdain. 


CHORUS: So, cheer for us sailors riding in on the foam. 
We were drunker than lords by the time we got home! 
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; Lyrics by David Bratman 
Li ttl e E art h quakes Music: Little Boxes (by Malvina Reynolds) 
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(We were having a quiet little 
filksing one day, whe, right in 
the middle of a Dorsai song, a 
major earthquake hit town. True 
filkers that we are, we barely 
missed a beat. Afierwards, there 
was a good deal of speculation 
as to whether it was our fault, = 
or the San Andreas’. The very next 
song we did was The Chemist's Drinking 
— Song, and within a few minutes ai 
David had started “Little Earthquakes.” —Jordin) 


G 
Little earthquakes on the hillside, 


C G 
Little earthquakes shake the ticky-tacky, JF 


C 
And they all fall down sideways 


G D7 
And they all look just the same. 


G 
There’s a flat one and a smashed one 
C G 
And a broken one and a crumpled one, 
D7 
And they all fell down sideways 


G D7 G ; 
And they all look just the same. 
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Little earthquakes hit the seismograph 
And they make it go all ticky-tacky, 
And the geologists shake their shaggy heads, 
But they count them just the same. 
There’s a big one and a little one 
And a great big bunch of in-betweens 
And they all shook up the ticky-tacky 
And they all work just the same. 


At the newspapers they are gleeful 

As reports come on the ticky-tacky, 

And they write up all the stories, 

And they all read just the same: 
Little earthquakes on the hillside 
Have big numbers on the Richter Scale, 
And they all shake up the ticky-tacky 
And they all work just the same. 


Little filkers sing of Dorsai 
And they play tunes on their ticky-tackys, 
And an earthquake shakes the filk-hold 
As the Chemist’s Drink goes BOOM! (pause...) 
There is silence in the room now 
As they marvel at their efficiency, 
And they decide they should not sing 
About black holes anymore. 
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The First Saga of Lime Jello Music: op Goes the Weasel 
—————————eee_ 
(This one’s factual) 


D A7 D 
Above the babble of Discon Two 
A7 D 
A young pro was heard to bellow, 
A7 D 
“The sexiest thing in all the world 


G A7 D 
Is a bathtub of lime Jello!” 


Bm A7 
The forces of fandom organized 


D A7 
And searched throughout the town. 


G 
How many packets does it take 


A7 D 
To Jello a bathtub down? 


While two co-operating pros 

Kept our man away, 

Room, bathtub, and Jello sat 

To give our man his day! 
This young and unsuspecting pro 
(Like the proverbial lamb) 
Was led up to his bathroom door, 
Went in—and heard it slam! 


Before his fogged and bleary eyes 

Conspiracy bore fruit— 

The tub, full of lime Jello, stood 

In quivering salute. 
Now, the silence that soon did fall 
Was the eye within the storm. 
(We can only be sure that what happened next 
Was in true fannish form.) 


This tale of fandom’s new frontier, 
Apocryphal may be— 

But fandom will never stand accused 
Of shirking depravity! 
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. Lyrics by David B. d Rael Starhand 
The Second Ballad of Lime Jello amas te ea 


(This one’s fictional) 
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In a_ bath-tub at Dis-con, a fa-mous pro sat In lime Jel-lo, lime Jel-lo, lime 
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Jel-lo. And when he got out, what got on-to the mat? Lime Jel-lo, lime Jel-lo, lime 
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said to him -self, Th is might -i - = queer.” 


He yelled out to the hall, “There’s an 
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or - gy in here, With lime Jel - lo, lime Jel - lo, 


lime Jel - lo!” 


In a bathtub at Discon, a famous pro sat 

In lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello. 

And when he got out, what got onto the mat? 

Lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello. 
He poured himself out a humonguous bheer, 
Then he said to himself, “This is mightily queer.” 
He yelled out to the hall, “There’s an orgy in here, 
With lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello!” 


His wife came back later, and what did she find 

But lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello? 

On furniture, floor, and Venetian blind 

Was lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello. 
The first thing she did was go out of her mind. 
Then she said to him, “Dear, that was very unkind.” 
But that very evening, the two of them dined 
On lime Jello, lime Jello, lime Jello. 
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Show Stoppers 


sss 


(Show Stoppers are a filkish tradition. Too short to be considered real songs, they are best dropped 
into pauses in the singing, where they either land with a thud or cause an explosion of laughter. 
Unfortunately, being so short, they are rarely attributed to anyone, and our distaste for publishing 
anonymous songs thus restricts us to printing a few samples from our own files, plus one so old 
we’re quite sure it’s not copyrighted. These are, however, only samples—the best Show Stoppers 
are made those made up on the spot.—Jordin) 


Irish Song King George V 


Lyrics: Anonymous 


Lyrics by Poul Anderson ; ; 
Music: God Save the King 


Music: Tooral-looral-looral 


King George, he had a date, 


C 
Luring tourists to us, He was out very late, 


P C He was the King. 
Luring tourists nigh, Queen Mary paced the floor, 
F C King George came in at four, 
. . She met him at the door— 
L t ts t 
eee God save the King! 


G7 
Charging them the sky-y, 


C 
Luring tourists to us, 


Crooning melody, 
F C 
To the Stone of Blarney, 


F G7 C 
That’s an I-irish industry. 


Little Eighth Notes 
(or) The Transcriber’s Lament 


Lyrics by Jordin Kare 
Music: Three Little Indians 


One little, two little, three little eighth notes, 
Four little, five little, six little eight notes, 
Seven little, eight little, nine little eighth notes— 
No wonder this thing won’t scan! 
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The Filker’s Bronx Cheer 


Lyrics by Jordin Kare and David Bratman 
Music: Chorus from Battle Hymn of the Republic 


Glory, glory, what a terrible scansion! 
Glory, glory, what a terrible scansion! 
Glory, glory, what a terrible scansion! 
And the rhyme’s no good either. 


Old Time Religion 


(“Old Time Religion” really doesn’t belong here—it’s one of several horrendously long 
songs which keep growing by acquiring new verses. The original song is strictly bibli- 
cal and suited for revival meetings; various neo-Pagans have produced our version, 
which mentions every religion that ever existed, and many that didn’t. Alas, printing the 
whole thing, close to 200 verses [Over 800 verses in ‘96—Eli] is beyond us, so we 
present only two new additions. Poul’s verse, incidentally, was written well before the 
1980 campaigns.—Jordin) 


Lyrics: Listed below 
Music: Old Time Religion 


Give me that real old time religion, (Traditional) 
Give me that real old time religion, 

Give me that real old time religion, 

It’s good enough for me. 


It was good enough for Dagon, (Poul Anderson) 
A conservative old pagan 

Who still votes for Ronald Reagan, 

And it’s good enough for me. 


We will all bow down to Allah, (Jordin Kare) 
For he gave his loyal follow- 

Ers the mighty petro-dollah, 

And that’s good enough for me. 
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Westerfilk Memories: Amy (Falkowitz) Bradley 


Sometime around 1972 or 1973 (WesterCon 25/Mythcon III and Equicon 1), I discov- 
ered filk. I have always been musically inclined, and had studied piano for over 10 years. 
When I was still in high school I picked up guitar, which of course helped a lot when I 
discovered filking (it’s hard to carry a piano with you). 


I have many memories of filking. Signe (Landon) Danler and I met at one of the 
Equicons and shared an interest in Star Trek, and a couple of years later she went to a 
Chicago Trek convention and met Leslie Fish. We were probably the first West Coast folk 
to introduce Leslie’s Trek-related filks to the folks out here. We were certainly among the 
first to publish them; we put versions of many of the pieces in the Westerfilk Songbook in 
our fanzine, The Other Side of Paradise. Signe did some wonderful illustrations for 
them; I did the transcriptions (after exchanging many letters with Leslie to get informa- 
tion on chording and such). It was actually through Leslie that I got one of my other 
musical enthusiasms: Steeleye Span. Leslie told me the story of how one of her folk 
friends pointed out to her that the main melody line of one of her songs (“Iron Mistress”) 
was the same as a Span song (“Blackleg Miner”). Hearing this from Leslie, and knowing 
other people who had mentioned Span, I finally went out and bought some albums.... 


I started going to WesterCons as well as Equicons, and really got enthusiastically 
into filking, meeting and singing with many of the West Coast people, including Gary 
Anderson, Jordin Kare, Cynthia McQuillin and others. I remember well the 1979 Filk 
101 attempt at the WesterCon at the Sheraton Palace (a hotel that really did not under- 
stand what we were about!). We enjoyed it and I think did a good job of introducing the 
concept of filk to many people in spite of hotel problems. 


One of my most vivid memories of how involving filk can be was a WesterCon at the 
Los Angeles Marriott Hotel. Several of us enthusiasts had started filking down in one of 
the ballroom areas, probably around 9 p.m. The group grew and shrank as the evening 
progressed, and as it got later, the filk got interspersed more and more with talk. Finally, 
we had dwindled to no more than a dozen, and I glanced up at the tall windows we were 
sitting next to. It was very odd...it seemed as if it were getting light out. I even made 
the comment, “Is it just me, or is it getting light out?” I checked my watch: 5 a.m.! I had 
been filking and chatting for something like 8 hours! At that point I put my guitar away 
and stumbled up to my room to catch a couple of hours of sleep. (Ah, the good old days 
when we were young and could subsist on a couple of hours of sleep for the entire conven- 
tion!) 


One con I went to and filked at was a wonderfully intense little fan-run Star Trek 
con, in Kalamazoo, MI. There I got to do a presentation on the music of Star Trek; I’d 
written an article, and had taped sections of episodes to illustrate my point. And I had 
composed an entire piano piece based on “Spock’s Theme,” which I happily performed 
during my presentation. 


Other memories: learning “Lord of the Dance” to the alternate melody. I still love 
that piece, and I can remember some wonderful times singing all verses with very enthu- 
siastic people, and the wonderful positive feedback energies I got from that (it certainly 
contributed to my “pagan leanings”). This happened at some of the best filk parties, at 
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Lady Colleen’s house in San Jose. It was at these parties that Steve Savitzky introduced 
many of his wonderful computer filks. And one of those parties included a visit from Golden 
Bough. 


And filkers, I learned, sometimes also get Involved. It was the local group of 
Westerfilkers who spread the word about the “Feed a Starving Robot” project, which was the 
first grassroots movement to contribute funds to a government project (the Viking Lander on 
Mars) that actually went to the specific project! And the collection among the Westerfilkers 
was started at a filk at my apartment in Mountain View. (I think I still have my “Feed a 
Starving Robot” T-shirt.) 


I made it to one of the local filk cons (Bayfilk II) at the Red Lion, I forget which year. I 
performed a couple of things, one of them a pagan fantasy piece I had composed...(also made 
the discovery I really don’t like being up on stage with the microphone in my face, but seat me 
with a group in a circle and I’m just fine!) The thing I remember best at that con was the 
interminable variations of Cynthia’s “Fuel to Feed the Drive.” And of course, how many songs 
can fit to “Clementine,” and similar stuff and nonsense. 


I’m not nearly as active in filk now, having gone on to other things. Filk led me toa 
greater enthusiasm for some of its roots (especially Celtic music) and the realization that filk, 
at least in the concept of parody and comment on all sorts of subjects, has been around for a 
very very long time (like many of us, I grew up Tom Lehrer’s music!) Most of my memories 
are sweet, and I’ve been happy to be a part of the music. 
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The Lad | Left Behind Me wide Cicer 
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I'm off in space on an end-less chase. No sin-gle aad can bind me. As I 
= . 
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SSS SS 
boost a-long, Ill sing a song Of the lad I ist be-- hind me. 
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trust -iest lad, the lust -iest lad, The lad I left be - hind me. Oh, he 
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was a prize, the’ star-ry skies Will for - ev-er-more re - mind me. 


I’m off in space on an endless chase. 

No single world can bind me. 

As I boost along, I'll sing a song 

Of the lad I left behind me. 
The trustiest lad, the lustiest lad, 
The lad I left behind me. 
Oh, he was a prize, the starry skies 
Will forevermore remind me. 


Aye, he was fair to see, and it’s rare 
To meet a soul so cheery, 
Though he was not tame, but kissed like flame, 
And I could not make him weary. 
Each time I felt bad, I’d seek out my lad 
To get him to unwind me. 
I would purr and pounce, and soon we’d bounce, 
All the while his arms entwined me. 


We said goodbye on a day when I 

Confess a little weeping, 

And although it’s best to go a-quest, 

I have often trouble sleeping. 
And so, my good sir, you may well infer 
I cherish hopes [ll find me 
Only one or two, including you, 
Like the lad I left behind me. 
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Fafhrd’s Hangover 


(RI 


Am 


Am E 


E 
If you go out on the streets today 


Am E Am 
You’d better not go alone. 
Cc G7 G7 
Do not go out on the streets today, 
G7 


It’s safer to stay at home. 


The least excuse that ever there was 


C F C 
Today will mean a challenge because 


a Cc F Cc 
From drink last night old Fafhrd is quite 


G7C 


Hung over. 


E 
So, 


If you go out on the streets today 

You’d better go with a guard. 

There’s lots of pleasanter ways to die 
Than be crushed by a ton of lard! 

If you pretend my mountainous friend 

Is not a threat, you'll come to your end, 
For Fafhrd’s quite prepared for a fight. 
He’d like to pound you into the ground. 
You’d best beware. You’d better take care. 
His head and brain in terrible pain— 


C 


Hung over Barbarian—you’d best beware of him, 

; _ G7 
He’s certainly not himself today. 
If you see him, better run, 

Cc 
’Cause you'll get killed if you get in his way. 
He is in a cloud of gloom, so give him lots of room 
4 
And better not come too near. 
You gentle folk who value your lives 
C 
Better stay at home today, 
G7 Cc 


F 
’Cause Fafhrd’s hung over out to here. 


From drink last night old Fafhrd is quite 


Hung over! 
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Lyrics by Bob Asprin 
Music: Teddybear’s Picnic 
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Lyrics by Jordin Kare 


Callahan’s Bar Music: Oh, Susannah 


yy hy, Ug 
(yy 
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UMMA ddisrite/: y/ Yj, yp, 


C G7 
There is a bar called Callahan’s; it’s really quite a place. 


C G7 C 
There’s aliens there ev’ry night, from ev’ry world and race. 


C G7 
And when the puns start flying, as they do at quite a rate, 


C G7 C 
Not even steel-jawed robots can quite keep their faces straight. 


F C G7 
CHORUS: Spider, oh Spider, why won’t you tell us where 


C G7 C 
Callahan’s is hidden? Then we'll do our drinking there. 
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A time traveler comes in each week and buys a couple beers. 

He drinks them down, then taps his belt, and promptly disappears. 

Next week, same time, he’s back again, still potted to the ears. 

He’s been on one long bender for some twenty thousand years. (CHORUS) 


There is a guy with funny eyes, his name is Michael Finn. 

He carries quite an arsenal tucked underneath his skin. 

His masters had him programmed, once, to do the whole Earth in, 

And the only thing that stopped him was a glass of homemade gin! (CHORUS) 


A frigid-blooded Nadreck-type who wandered in one night 

Announced to one and all that he was looking for a fight. 

Mike said, “I'll have no fighting here, in any shape or form!” 

And with a single mighty blow, he knocked the fellow...warm? (CHORUS) 


A large gray wolf paced to the bar, and ordered in a growl. 

Mike dusted off an old brown jug; he gave a joyful howl. 

One swallow, and there stood a man. "Iwas quite a trick to pull, 

But the liquor it was moonshine, and the bottle it was full! (CHORUS) 


Doc Webster, feeling Gene-ial, once told us of the day 

He mixed chromosomes from vegetables with canine DNA. 

He crossed Lassie with a cantaloupe. Said Mike, “So what’d you get?” 

“Why a melon-collie baby...and one hell of a startled vet.” (CHORUS) 


(Spider Robinson is the despair of all punsters— 
not only are his puns terrible, but people actu- 
ally pay to print them. His “Callahan’s Bar” 
stories inspired this song, but only one verse is 
actually based on a story—the third, on “The 
Guy with the Eyes” —so you haven't somehow 
missed several of Spider’s Tales. Blame the rest 
on me.—Jordin) 
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My Uniform’s Green Music: The lish Washerwomen 


70 


D 
Well, my uniform’s green and my trappings are black 
A7 
And my distant ancestors tied Rome in a sack. 


D 
I am not regulation; I don’t even try. 


A7 D 
I’m a pain in the ass to the standard Dorsai. 


We are practical jokers; we love dirty tricks. 

We will make deadly weapons of feathers and sticks. 
We will honor a contract and stand by a friend, 

And right about there is where our manners end. 


D G A7 D 
CHORUS: Singing Do-di-a-do-di-a-do-di-a-dey, 


D G A7 D 
Do-di-a-do-di-a-do-di-a-dey! 


When we go into battle our orders are vague, 

And the enemy knows it and hates us like plague, 

Cause there’s just no predicting the things that we'll do 
When we're all feeling pranky on Tullamore Dew. (pause...) 


On a forested continent we came to fight, 

And we found that our foe had dug in for the night, 

And our force leader said that they might not like damp, 

So we shanghaied a river and flooded their camp! (CHORUS) 


When we drowned out their campsite they made quite a fuss 
And they wished to discuss and do combat with us, 

And the dummies decided ’twas simple and quick 

To float up the river we’d flooded them with. 


So we had seven days to arrange for some fun, 

For the enemy carried supplies and their guns, 

And they lost all their barges and half of their men 

On a nice rocky sandbar we built just for them! (CHORUS) 
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Now the Cretans can drink you half under the table, 
The miners of Coby drink all they are able, 

The Terrans can drink half a battleship dry, 

But none can stand up to a single Dorsai! 


To a Dorsai his thirst is as large as the stars. 
"Twas a Dorsai who drank up the oceans of Mars. 
And each of our crew has his own favorite brew, 
Be it vodka or saki or Tullamore Dew! (pause...) 


Now among our own household we’re called impolite, 
For it’s always considered ill-mannered to fight, 

For an argument started must come to its end. 

It’s a hell of a waste of your family and friends! 


Our unorthodox attitudes won us our fame, 

And the enemy runs at the sound of our name. 

It isn’t the battle, it isn’t the fight, 

It’s the way that we laugh on our way out of sight! 
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(CHORUS) 


(CHORUS) 
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Lyrics by Stefan Bilandic 


Th e Twi ts : M ar ch i ng S ong Music: When Johnny Comes Marching Home 


72 


Em D 
The twits are marching one by one, hurrah, hurrah! 
Em 7 
The twits are marching one by one, hurrah, hurrah! 
Em 
The twits are marching one by one, 
C B7_ 
Every one of them has chewing gum, 


m D C B87 Em D Em 
And the twits are coming—hide wherever you can! 


The twits are marching two by two... 
The left-hand foot in the right-hand shoe... 


The twits are marching three by three... 
Do you want one? They're completely free... 


The twits are marching four by four... 
Climbing uphill on a level floor... 


The twits are marching five by five... 
We're still not certain they’re all alive... 


The twits are marching six by six... 
With heads as heavy and thick as bricks... 


The twits are marching six by eight... 
’Cause seven’s a rhyme too hard to mate... 


The twits are marching eight by eight... 
Arriving early and leaving late... 


The twits are marching nine by nine... 
And like it or not, they’re staying to dine... 


The twits are marching ten by ten... 
They’re marching in circles! They’re coming again... 
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J Lyrics by Eileen Aitken, Gary Anderson, and Evelyn Turner 
Turk eyC on ’77 Music: Battle Hymn of the Republic (verse) 


NOW! JUST WHERE DID YOU SAY THAT CONCOM WENT? 


TH “Ae 


G 
There were fifty million Wookies teet’ring up and down the hall, 
C G D7 
Darth Vaders, Princess Leias, oh, they drove us up the wall. 
G 
The huckster room has now become a Star Wars shopping mall, 


C D7 
But the con is o’er at last. 


Light sabers flashing through the crowds were plentiful to see, 
All made of plastic golf-club tubes and flashlight batteries. 
The one thing that .was missing was originality, 

But the con is o’er at last. 


There were no books, there were no fans, no programming to see. 
The films we saw were films we saw last week on our TV. 
Except, of course, for Slithus which was compound misery, 

But the con is o’er at last. 


There were hordes of screaming kiddies towing parents pale and wan 
Till buttons, T-shirts, posters, and light sabers were all gone. 

The thanks I give at Thanksgiving is not for TurkeyCon, 

But the con is o’er at last. 
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The Ballad of Orbital Hubris a relia 
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Lord’s al-might-y hand said, “This col-o-ny won't stand,” And He 


chuck - led as He _ shoved it to the ground. Oh, it was 
G D 
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sad, (so sad), it was. sad (so sad), It was sad when that col-o-ny came 


A7 . D D7 
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chil-dren lost their lives; It was sad when that co-lo-ny came _ down. 
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They put a colony in space, just to save the human race, 

And they put it in an orbit high and round. 

But the Lord’s almighty hand said, “This colony won’t stand,” 
And He chuckled as He shoved it to the ground. 


CHORUS: Oh, it was sad (so sad) it was sad, (so sad), 
It was sad when that colony came down (hit Peoria), 
Husbands and wives, little children lost their lives; 
It was sad when that colony came down. 


(Choruses in brackets are optional.) 


A professor named O’Neill offered us a crazy deal: 

For just two hundred billion he could place 

An Eden made of rock in a perfect Trojan lock 

Guaranteed to keep from drifting into space. [CHORUS] 


He had drawn up careful plans to spend two hundred million grand 

To build a spinning doughnut full of men, 

But he didn’t think to say, “Those engineers have got to pray, 

Else Jehovah’s gonna want to do them in.” (CHORUS) 


Now the Bible says your God is a jealous sort of sod, 

With a careful sense of His prerogatives. 

Put a colony in space without even saying grace, 
And you really hit Jehovah where He lives. [CHORUS] 


But they took a million tons of lunar dust and Terra’s sons 

And put it in an orbit of Lagrange. 

Said the Lord: “This space is zoned just for vacuum, light, and stone; 
They're gonna wish they would’ve stayed home on the range.” [CHORUS] 


So with a cosmic kind of love, He gave the colony a shove 

Into an orbit tailored to decay. 

Sixteen times it spun around, then it crashed into the ground... 

No one’s playing in Peoria today. (CHORUS) 
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Lyrics and Music 


B ones by Leslie Fish 


Oh, I could have worked on a_ re-search staff. I could have been sta-tioned on the 
C G C : G 
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wake each morn-ing to the in-ter-com’swarn-ing And I won-der why I ev-er = to space! 
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Oh, a aches and pains and wounds and sprains And a_ space-borne plague or 


oe G E 
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two. So I'll do my best — I'll run a-noth-er test And pour my-self a-no-ther mug of 
G Am G Em Am 


brew. (Thank you! Have one too!) 
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Oh, I could have worked on a research staff. 

I could have been stationed on the sea, 

Or dug a cozy niche in Diseases of the Rich, 

But that wasn’t good enough for me. (Oh, no!) 
I was tired of the land, of diseases that were bland, 
And some troubles that I didn’t care to face. 
So, now I wake each morning to the intercom’s warning 
And I wonder why I ever went to space! 


CHORUS: Oh, there’s aches and pains and wounds and sprains 
And a space-borne plague or two. 
So I'll do my best—I’ll run another test 
And pour myself another mug of brew. 


Now I serve a starship’s crew, with a million things to do, 
And a headache that I really can’t afford, 
And some crewman’s got a pet that I haven’t studied yet... 
Well, at least I must admit I’m never bored. 
Half the calls I receive Mayo Clinic won't believe, 
I get sex-lives of the birds on Altair Five. 
I get fungus that eats glass, I get boils on the ass, 
And I somehow get the crew back home alive. 


CHORUS: _ ...And pour myself another mug of brew. 
(Thank you!) 


I get psychos running loose, I get ailing Vegan moose, 

And hallucinogenic mists upon the breeze. 

I get viral plagues from Mars, and neurotics from the stars— 

Tell me what am I supposed to do with these? 
But when the battle’s won, and the rush and worry’s done, 
And I’ve got some time to wonder why I’m here, 
When I weigh the life that’s mine with the one I left behind, 
What the hell, I guess I'll stay another year! 


CHORUS: _ ...And pour myself another mug of brew. 
(Thank you! Have one too!) 


(“This is a tribute to the most overworked character in Star Trek 
Classic. It seems that in every other episode, he and Scotty traded off 
saving the ship/crew/planet/galaxy/ratings while Kirk and Spock 
got to fight and romance their way out of the cliché of the week. I 
guess maybe this reflects, like A Toast for Unknown Heroes, my con- 
cern that the working stiff who gets the actual job done deserves a 
bigger chunk of the credit. [Not to mention wages].”—Leslie) 
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J Lyrics by Doris Robin and Karen Trimble 
Qu af k Ss Song Music: Battle Hymn of the Republic 


(A Paean to Sanitation) 


Mine eyes have seen the garbage that’s adrift in endless space. 
C G 
It’s my duty to collect the refuse of the human race. 


G 
The baggies of the galaxy we'll grab and leave no trace. DT 


C D7 , 
My crew goes cleansing on. 


G 
CHORUS: Glory to space sanitation, 
Glory to space sanitation, 
Glory to space sanitation, 
C _ D7 G 
We keep things squeaky clean! 


Although my crew is what some people say is quite unique, 

Such as a hand-made robot who has got a yellow streak, 

Or Gene the schizo transmute who sustains a state of pique, 

Still they go cleansing on. (CHORUS) 


And then there are the Bettys, both the human and the clone. 
They navigate with care so we avoid the Gorgies’ zone. 


No matter what the crisis is, they won’t leave me alone, 
But we go cleansing on! (CHORUS) 


Ficus is the Vegeton who always does his job. 

He maintains he’s only logical, but I think he’s a snob. 

Ergo is our mascot, just a protoplasmic blob. 

They all go cleansing on! (CHORUS) 


SW 


(A few years ago, there was a short-lived and justifiably 
unappreciated television show called Quark, about a space- 
going garbage truck and its fun-loving crew. However, as 
if to prove that nothing is unworthy of being commemo- 
rated in song, we found this tune to be quite entertaining. 
—Jordin) 
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Lyrics b is Robi 
Deck the Halls Drcebace ta hats 


a sss ss 


D A7 D A7D 
Deck the halls with lots of garlic, fa la la la la, la la la la, 


D A7 D A7 
For the vampires soon will frolic, fa la la la la, la la la la. 


A7 D Bm A E7A7 
Don we now our silver crosses, fa la la, la la la, la la la, 


D G D A7D 
So we'll cut down on our losses, fa la la la la, la la la la. 


See the vampire rise before us... 
Frightened, we all GASP! in chorus... 
So we flee in all directions... 

To escape his grim affections... 


Fast away the vampire passes... 
Fear him now, ye lads and lasses... 
Till he goes back to his coffin... 
Wish he wouldn’t come so often... 
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Lyrics by John Boardman 


The Battle Hymn of the Ranapublic Music: Battle Hymn of the Republic 


G 
Mine ears have heard the croaking of the Giant Barded Frogs. 
C G D7 
They are swimming through the marshes, they are leaping over logs. 
G 
They are eagerly devouring people, vampire bats, and dogs, 
C D7 G 
As they go hopping on! 
G 
CHORUS: Glory, glory, ribbit ribbit! 
C 
Glory, glory, ribbit ribbit! 


G 
Glory, glory, ribbit ribbit! 


D7 _ G 
As they go hopping on! 


Their hides are leather shields on which a sword has never stung. 

They have claws upon the forefeet, they have barbs upon the tongue 

With which they torture women who are sensitive and young, 

As they go hopping on! (CHORUS) 


They have armor-plated eyeballs and their teeth are made of brass, 

Their breath corrodes titanium, their voices shatter glass, 

They shoot snake venom from their jaws and napalm out their ass, 

As they go hopping on! (CHORUS) 


They'll jump a seven-meter fence, they'll float like a balloon. 

They'll swim like Flipper’s brothers and they’re fast as a typhoon. 

In fact, they say that Armstrong found a couple on the Moon, 

As they go hopping on! (CHORUS) 


(Note: “Ribbits” are spoken, not sung. Also, 
“Barded Frogs” is not a typo, even though there 
really are such things as “Bearded frogs.” Or, 
at least if it’s a typo, it’s the author’s, not ours. 
So blame John Bardman... uhh... Boardman... 
err...—Jordin) 
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Music: The Song of the Temperance Union 


The Song of the Derriere Garde cena ea 
a 


A7 D 
We're coming, we’re coming, our brave little band. 


D AZ | D 
For good story values we’re taking our stand. 


A7 D A7 D 
We do not like New Wave because it is bad. 


A7 D 
We want the same future that we always had. 


D 
CHORUS: Del Rey, Del Rey’s the best SF, 

A7 D 
The best SF, the best SF, 

D 
Del Rey, Del Rey’s the best SF, 

A7 D 

That’s the song of the Old Wave Legion. 


We do not like Malzberg or Ballard or Lem, 

Silverberg, Tiptree, or any of them. 

Oh, can you imagine a fouler sin 

Than books where the heroes do not always win? (CHORUS) 


We don’t like Delany, his style is too deep, 

And Dhalgren is so long it puts you to sleep. 

Oh, can you imagine a crueler blow 

Than dropping your copy and breaking a toe? (CHORUS) 


We do not like Harlan, we think him a rat. 

To the mainstream he’s sold out; we hate him for that. 

Oh, can you imagine a dirtier guy? 

He’s won all those Hugos and still says “sci-fi.” (CHORUS) 


We do not like mainstream because it is dumb. 

There’s no Sense of Wonder; it’s cheerless and glum. 

It’s mundane and windy and tiresome, too. 

We've never read any, but know this is true. (CHORUS) 
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; Lyrics by Jordin K; 
The Expansi on Song rameyed Small Sualt World 
SAE I 


C G 
Now we've lived on Earth for a long, long time, 
C 
Since we crawled up out of the primal slime, 
F 
And we firmly believe that it’s time we should leave, 


G C 
’Cause it’s a small world after all. 


G 
CHORUS: It’s asmall world after all, 
C 
We're not satisfied at all, 
F 
We'll go build one not so small 
G C 
As this small, small world. 


So we built a cylinder five miles long, 

With a thick steel shell so it’s nice and strong, 

And it keeps us alive, as we float at L-5, 

But it’s a small world after all. (CHORUS) 


Then we went to some stars, where it’s fairly warm, 

And we found some planets to terraform, 

But the process is slow, and it costs too much dough 

For each small, small world. (CHORUS) 


So we sliced up Jupiter, built a ring, 

And although it’s surely a lovely thing, 

Though it’s flat and it’s wide, we won’t all fit inside. 

It’s too small for us after all. (CHORUS) 


Now we've got ourselves a whole Dyson sphere, 

But the way we’re growing, it’s clear, I fear, 

That before very long, there’ll be more to this song. 

It’s a small sphere after all! (CHORUS) 
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Lyrics by Jordin Kare 


Slow Guitarist Music: Waltzing Matilda 


sss 


D 


Once a slow guitarist, waiting for a set of chords, # 
O 


Sat beneath the microphones: one, two, three, 
D A7 D ; G 
And she sang as she sat and fiddled with the fingerboard, 


A7 D 
“Why are you filkers all staring at me?” 


D G 
CHORUS: “Why are you filkers, why are you filkers, 
D 


Why are you filkers all staring at me?” 
D A7 D G 
And she sang as she sat and fiddled with the fingerboard, 
A7 D 
“Why are you filkers all staring at me?” 


She tuned up and played an E-sharp-minor-seventh chord, 
Followed it up with a C and aG, 

And she winced and sang as the voices all around her roared, 
“Why are you filkers all singing off key?” 


CHORUS: “Why are you filkers, why are you filkers, 
Why are you filkers all singing off key?” 
And she winced and sang as the voices all around her roared, 
“Why are you filkers all singing off key?” 


She pulled out a capo, put it on and got it set, 

Counting the frets off: one, two, three, 

And she sang as her voice rose half an octave higher yet, 
“Why are you filkers not singing with me?” 


CHORUS: “Why are you filkers, why are you filkers, 
Why are you filkers not singing with me?” 
And she sang as her voice rose half an octave higher yet, 
“Why are you filkers not singing with me?” 


“Why, we like drinking Tully,” cried the singers of this song, 
“We like singing filksongs the whole night through, 

And we’d sound even worse if you weren’t here to play along. 
That’s why we’re filkers, and singing with you!” 


CHORUS: “That’s why we're filkers, that’s why we're filkers, 
That’s why we're filkers, and singing with you. 
Yes, we’d sound even worse if you weren’t here to lead the song 
That’s why we're filkers, and singing with you.” 
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Song Index by Author 


Page| Author 


73| Aitken, Eileen Turkeycon ’77 (with G. Anderson and Turner) 
73| Anderson, Gary Turkeycon ’77 (with Aitken and Turner) 
38} Anderson, Poul Ballad of the Three Kings, The (with Dickson) 
52 Black Bodies 
62 Irish Song (Show Stopper) 
66 Lad I Left Behind Me, The 
63 Old Time Religion (additional verse) (Show Stopper) 
20 Outbound Song 
54| Asprin, Bob Dorsai Irregulars 
67 Fafhrd’s Hangover 
70 My Uniform’s Green 
16 Paid Soldiers of Dorsai, The 
36| Beagle, Peter When I Was a Young Man 
45| Bernstein, Mark All of the Filkers are Singing 
72| Bilandic, Stefan Twit’s Marching Song, The 
80| Boardman, John Battle Hymn of the Ranapublic, The 
63| Bratman, David Filker’s Bronx Cheer, The (with Kare) (Show Stopper) 
58 Little Earthquakes 
61 Second Ballad of Lime Jello, The (with Starhand) 
38] Dickson, Gordon Ballad of the Three Kings, The (with P. Anderson) 
34| Doyle, Debra Song of the Shield-Wall (with Williamson) 
56| Fish, Leslie Ballad of Transport #18, The 
50 Banned from Argo 
76 Bones 
8 Engineer’s Hymn, The 
12 Eternal Loser 
18 Few Days 
40 Hope Eyrie 
13 Iron Mistress 
30 Neutral Zone, Romulan View 
4 Starwind Rising 
27 Thoughts on Strange Visitors 
24 Toast for Unknown Heroes, A 


84 The Westerfilk Collection — Wad Senge 


Page| Author 


10] Frank, Hal 
53| Garrett, Meg 


74| Haldeman, Joe 


61| Starhand, Rael 
78| Trimble, Karen 
73| Turner, Evelyn 
3| Wayne, Phillip 
34| Williamson, Melissa 


32| Willson, Karen 


53] Wilson, Anne 


62| Anonymous 


Brothers 

Doctor’s Pockets, The (with Wilson) 
Ballad of Orbital Hubris, The 

Song of the Derriére Garde, The 
Bureaucrat’s Hymn, The 

Callahan’s Bar 

Centauri Fair 

Coming to the Mountain 

Expansion Song, The 

Filker’s Bronx Cheer, The (with Bratman) (Show Stopper) 
Little Eighth Notes (Show Stopper) 
Slow Guitarist 

Crimson and Crystal 


First Saga of Lime Jello, The 


Harbors 
Starship Unity 


Deck the Halls 
Quark’s Song (with Trimble) 


One Last Battle 
Space is Dark 


Second Ballad of Lime Jello, The (with Bratman) 
Quark’s Song (with Robin) 

Turkeycon 77 (with Aitken and G. Anderson) 
Someday 

Song of the Shield-Wall (with Doyle) 


Children of the Future 
Star to Steer By 


The Doctor’s Pockets (with Garrett) 


King George V (Show Stopper) 
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Postscript 


(RR i 


Who would have guessed the magnitude of this project when we started four years ago? (Besides 
Robert, Bob, Lindy, and everyone else on the face of the...err...well, anyway...) The starry-eyed and downright 
naive 17-year old that I was at the time certainly didn’t. Two hundred fifty hours later, I’m quite glad I didn’t 
guess that magnitude, or else you probably wouldn’t be holding this reprint in your hands. 


In addition to the folks on the front page, a number of other folks made major contributions to this 
book. Barry Childs-Helton, Ernest Clark, Barry Gold, and Ellen Kranzer painstakingly copyedited this 
songbook, and I’m very grateful for their expert assistance. They are all exceptional copyeditors. Robert 
“Harp Dude” Stockton patiently volunteered countless hours of his time tweaking my attempts at typeset 
sheet music. (Lesson learned: it helps to learn how to read music before you try to typeset several dozen 
pages of it!) Joe Ellis also provided dozens of pages of improvements to the sheet music. Heather Rose Jones 
gave me my first lessons in songbook typesetting many years ago. John and Mary Creasey provided permis- 
sion to use Leslie Fish’s filksongs, and also edited her memory piece, which was originally too big to fit here. 
Leslie also bent over backwards to help us include her songs. 


Margaret Davis saved the day by providing lovely original artwork for this book on painfully short 
notice. (While you can tell that Margaret’s a great artist from these pages, she’s also a very talented harpist, 
flautist, arranger, and classically trained vocalist who sings in more languages than most mortals can count.) 
Tera Mitchel also kindly provided many of the illustrations for this book within a week of my placing her a 
very frantic phone call. (As of 1996, Tera is attending the College of San Mateo, majoring in graphic design.) 


John and Mary Creasey, “Gorgeous” Gary Ehrlich, Dr. Jolene Galegher, Carson Gaspar, Dave and 
Judith Hayman, Conal Ho, Bob Kanefsky, J. Spencer and Persis Love, Paul Mac donald, Gary McGath, 
Belinda Richburg, Lara Vanwinkle and Steven Joel Zeve provided useful feedback on earlier drafts of the 
book. Mary Ellen Wessels, Kathy Mar and Bill Roper deserve thanks, and they know why. Thanks, also, to 
Jordan Goldman, Jonathan Peterson, and the rest of the CNN Interactive CD-ROM team for reasons that I 
can’t...umm...print here. 


Thanks to Lindy Sears, who joined the project at the last minute at my pleading, did much of the 
layout and paste-up. Blame me for the black glue spots, however. Catherine Mac donald, who joined us as 
Music Editor, was also a pleasure to work with, and did a damned good job. Bob Laurent, also, went through 
living hell to get this project finished, and the very fact that it even happened is a testament to his dedication 
to the filk community. 


If you have any comments or criticisms on this book, feel free to E-mail them to e1i@xocolatl.com 
or pass them along through Wad Senge. 
—E]li Goldberg 


Okay, I finally won that game of solitaire and am now out of excuses to put off writing this afterword. At 
this point it has become traditional to remark what a strange journey it’s all been. It’s trite; it’s a cliche; but 
you know what? It’s true. Buy me a drink sometime and I'll tell you all about it. 


Anyway, here it is finally and we hope it’s what you wanted. By this point most of us want nothing more 
than to have it done with. Which it is. (Well, except that little minor point about the cover, but life is never 
tidy...) See you at the next sing. With a copy of the Westerfilk 2nd Edition in your hand! 


And my personal thank-yous to my fellow editorial board members, and also to Jordin in his capacity of 
very significant other, to Lindy Sears, to Margaret Davis, to Dr. Sheila Raumer (though she'll never see this) 
and to all you folks who kept asking when it was gonna be out. 

—Mary Kay Kare 


(Bob Laurent, Lindy Sears, and Catherine Mac donald were still speechless when we went to press, and didn't 
have anything to add here. Maybe next printing...?) 
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